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of Caesar: 300 sesterces each and those magnificent gardens.
Each man felt that the gardens had been left specially for the
outings of himself and his family.

The important members of the procession had already
filled Caesar's house; outside, sections were forming and taking
up all the space between the door and the Rostra, where
the Eulogy was to be delivered. After that the body was to be
carried amid dirges to the Field of Mars, and there burned.
Large bands, bearing trophies and the material for oblations,
had been sent on ahead, to relieve the crush. Even so, it
seemed to the harassed organisers impossible ever to make a
passage for the bier through the heaving mass. Plays had
been staged, tragedies calculated to work on the feelings of the
people; and the arias for flute and voice had evoked a hushed
religious response.

Antonius was standing beside the bier in the Regia, On
him had devolved the task of delivering the Eulogy, and he
was cursing his luck, sorry that he hadn't abetted the attempt
to veto the funeral. Nobody had wanted the invidious task.
Anything but complete praise of Caesar would infuriate the
mob; any attack on the murderers would mean complication
and loss of prestige in the Senate. But Antonius could hardly
escape the honour, and he now saw the disadvantages of
having a foot in both camps. Outside the ranks of the
murderers he had been the greatest friend of the dead man;
and he alone had anything like a standing with both reaction-
aries and populace. He realised to the full the difficulties
into which he had been landed by his manoeuvring; he
would be ruined if he wasn't careful. Yesterday he had been
very respectful in the Senate, reporting that there was nothing
serious in Caesar's papers; and the Senate had responded
with benevolent thanks. Everything had been going nicely
till he had been saddled with this Eulogy.

The corpse lay on its ivory bier, covered with a purple pall
embroidered with gold. At its head on a trophy was hung
the bloodied toga in which Caesar had been slain. Around
the bier, fidgeting, stood the magistrates chosen to bear it on
their shoulders.

would the signal to move be made?   Thicker and
exasperated grew the mob.